Chapter Seven
LOVIE
"T^ETTER    PUT    ON   MY   GREY   DRESS/'   thought    Wizzie   a
X3 couple of days later, as, about eleven o'clock, she
awaited the return of D. No-man from his High East Street
room.
"And better put on my new underclothes with it," she
added hastily to herself, as attired in nothing but her slip,
and with bare arms and feet, she moved from her cupboard to
her chest of drawers and back to her cupboard.
"But what's the use? What the hell's the use?" were the
sentences that the girl's inmost consciousness kept reiterating
as she sat on the bed and pulled on a pair of new stockings,
stockings even newer than the underclothes.
In the process she was now engaged upon it was natural
enough that she should note what certainly was the unequalled
beauty of her limbs. "Soft . . ." she murmured aloud, as she
let her fingers stray pensively along her thigh, "soft as any
damned school-miss." She leaned forward more intently and
passed her hands over her muscles. Then she gave a glance
at herself in the mirror. For a moment she saw herself as she
used to be when in those wretched tights and that loin-cloth
of red plush she was ready to rush into the tent and jump on
her horse's back. Those tights, and the gaudy beads she had
to wear along with them, were detestable to her, but far worse
was that bit of red plush. When she put that on she used to
feel as if she were going to be a mark and a mockery before
a jeering crowd. But in spite of these absurd gauds she well
remembered how proud she used to be of her figure. She re-
membered how taut and tense every muscle of her body was
and in such perfect training. Yes, in those days her whole
frame was as lissom, as supple, as plastic to every strain she laid
upon it, as the body of a ballet-dancer, She sighed heavily as
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